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CHAPTER XX.

The day was far advanced ; still
the afternoon sun shone aod glared
on the hot and dusty roads of Surrey
and up)n a ticed horse and driver as
they drew up in front of the west
lodge of Baron Court.

* Stop here !
old man whose venerable head &p
peared at the ocab window. "The
bhorese ia so wearied it would be &
shame to drive it farther. 1 will
walk the rest of the way. It is not
far, is it 2" he inquired of the lodge
keeper,

cried thae voice of an |

| over

“No, eir, not it you take the short |

oul mcross the park; bub I will
accompany you and carry your bag
for you.”

“fhank you kindly,” returned the
old gentleman as he paid the cabman
his tare. ‘I shall be glad of your
company.”

The younger man seized the bag
and walked slowly, endeavoring to
keep pace with the elder man's
feeble steps, wondering all the while
upon what errand the reverend and
white-haired old visitor could be
bound.

The deer and cattle were herded at

except for the
a deathlike
around.

“You have sustained a great. loss

sOng

stiliness prevailed

The tone and manner of the old
priest carried conviction with them ;
besides, the likeness of Father
Egbert hanging in the young lady'e
boudoir digpersed all doubt from the
queetion, and,” bowing politely, he
lett the old man to his own davices.

Tarning the handle eoftly but
firmly, the priest entered the dark
ened room and closed the door behind
him, Everything appeared so dim,
that for & few seconds he paused,
unable to discern the objects before
him. Then, shading his eyes with
his hands, he eaw lylog upon &
couch, with her back towards him,
the object of his search. " Was she
asleep ?” he wondered. How still
phe lay.

Croseing the room softly, he drew
a chair close to the couch, and bent
the well - remembered form,
The gold-brown head, looking more
golden than ever by pontrast with
the heavy black dress’ rested help
leesly on & handeomely embroidered
cushion ; her face was deathly pale,
the bright eyes were halt cloged, and

| acroes the pretly features the painful

! line of suffering was drawn ;

were parted and parched; the whole
attitude of the body spoke of abject
grief and migery indulged in beyond
control.

She lay as one stunned, and for
gome moments the priest looked
down upon her, a yearning pity fill
ing bis heart the while. But
duty spoke at last, and he earnestly
set himself to the task of rousing

| her.
the more shady side of the park, and, | v

of the birds, |

| faith,

recently, I fear ?"" asked the old man |

kindly.
“A terrible loss,
This morning the

your
remaing

‘ Beatrice,” he said
sternly,

child ?

gadly but

such
and

you, in whom I had
such confidence. Arise,
give way to this no longer.”

The voice stirred her ; she started

| ag though awakening from a deep

reverence, |
of the |

kindest of masters were laid to rest |

in the old family vault. There will
be great changes eoon, we fear.
gshall not see his like again.

We | «
He |

had baen ill a long time, but death |
came suddenly at the end, and his |

tamily were scarcely prepsared for it.
Some of them have taken it badly.”

“Ah !"” gaid the old priest, "I feared
it would be so0,” and he lapsed into
gilance.

| live ?

sleep, and pressed her hands wildly
to her templees,

“ Beatrice, do you not hear mea?”
he continued, in the same firm voice.
I command you to rise! What
right have you to rebel like this?”

“ What right !” she repeated mech-
apioally, " Why should I
He—he is dead! Who

is it

| that epeaks to me thue ?”

The path from this lodge brought |

them upon the west wing of the Court,
and it was well
man raised his eyes and obeerved it.

“Are you expacted, sir, may I
ask |

‘No,” he said, shakipg his
golemaly, as he looked at the hand
some pile of buildiogs in fro “No,
I am not expected

“Well, sir, pass through this
gate, vd tollow the broad
it will lead you full in front

Court, and you will see the steps

in view ere the old |

head |

| ecslasy

leading to the entrance door; ring |

the big bell; some one will scon
come in answer to it, and I will send
your bag in at the back. Good-day,
sir,” and he touched his hat respect
tully.

0ld Father Egbert trudged along,

| the

past the dark, silent windows, and |

bright, gorgeous flower beds, nod
a sound but the shuffling of his own
feet upon the light gravel walk to be
neard. He looked a grand picture of
nobleness and simplicity as he
mounted the marble steps, his benev-
olent old head bent in serious
thought, his long white silky hair
brushed back from his filne open
countenance, his heart full of char
ity and pity for a soul he loved.

The bell
great vaulted hall, and in speedy
answer to its summone a footman in
sombre livery appeared. He staxted
a8 the apparition of the old man
met his gaze, and though against
orders, iostinctively fell back and
permitted the visitor to enter.

"One
ence,

him !

who demands obedi-

child; turm

your

my and look

disappointment, his face buried in
hie hands.

“ Dear, denr Father Egbert,” she
pleaded, and eank heavily upon her
knees beside him, " | have hurt and
wounded you. Speak words of hope
and encouragement to me, a8 you
ever did of old, for I am dreadfully
miserable. 1 have done wrong. I
teel, 1 know I have. Help me o
smend."”

He could not withstand this appeal. |

GGently he placed his hand upon the
shoulder of the trembling girl beside
him. Accustomed to read hearts, he
vread Ber inmoet soul a8 an open
book before him., Whilet too weak
to knee), she sank in a pitting posture
ppon the floor, her head restiog

ever seemied to exist ; and though
the girl seldom epoke of herself, yet
she knew and felt that he under
stood her thoroughly.

Forget her father she never could.
It was the constant thought of him,
snd doing honor to his memory, that
spurred her on to live and not ns she
telt and knew would have plensed
him best, and with a ature like hers
the taek was not after all eo very
difficalt. By a powertul effort she
shook off the heavy torpor that had
for so long cramped *and overpow-
ered her, and, with health and
energy restored, took fresh interesd

| in all aronnd.

upon the couch, listening in sorrow |

and remorse as he pictured to her
in moving and eloguent language her
unfaithtul conduct towards God.
Nor did he spare her.

| shadowe lengthened, the song of the
| birde wae hushed and still, the set

| of the drawn blinde, and fell

stern |

“ig it shus 1 find you, my |

care to |

ting sun glinted through the chinks
upon
the form of the old man as he sat,

| 3 figu k nde d
her lips | bis figure bent tenderly towards that

of the penitent girl at his teet. The
thought of that evening three years
ggo, when, in the pride of ber girl
hood, ehe had knelt and listened to

The evening | '

Her mother, gratified and pleased
beyond measure when she witnessed
the beauty and attractions of her
daughter return almost redoubled,
watured many a high and scheming
plan regoarding her child's future.
‘ Such beauty, talent, and accom
plishments could not pass unnoticed.
Society would ring with her praiges.
The girl wne destined for a high

| oareer ; and, when the weary geason

of mourning was over, Beatrice muet
make good use of her time.,” So
planned the mother, but far from

| the daughter's heart were any such

Lady Abbege’s last worde of tarewell; |

of how she had remonetrated with
ber, and failed to understand her
words of admonition and edvice;
and then how well she remembered
that prophetic reply, " Not now,

| energy

Bertie, but when the time comes, you |

will understand what 1
know then how to act.
No one knew better than herself

mean, and |

bow she had fought and struggled |
pgainet that knowledge ; how she |
had sought and striven to crush and |
gtill thay small sad voice which day |

by day, and most of all during the

silent hours of the night, bad pureued
ber with unremitting and ceaseless |

persistency, slways in the same sad
and earnest refrain—" My child, give
Ms thy heart.”

“ For I have loved thee with a love
No mortal beart can show ;
A love so deep, My saints in heaven

| Its depths can never know,

ab |

She opened her eyes, but was too

prostrate to
' g
me back to happy daye of long ago
Seeing a decanter of wine upon
tab:e near, Father Egbert poured
gome out, and handed it to ke

Drink this, Beatrice, then turn and
fac
She did both ; then, cvercome with
Al the come but ed

c¢h met her feeble
seized the old man's hands, and
ot joy apd scrrow burst

a flood of tears, the firet she had sk

gince her father's death. He cha

cold hande, and &iro
the weary face, allowing her to weep
unregtrainedly.
were gradually returnin

* Father, Fathe
good of you to come !
and

move. ' Speak ag:ip,

sha sal

a

dq
0

8 me.

wel un o}
ona
nan

int

BI&il

y to her

s

she cried,

ill, that I know nol what

| matter with me.

| much

‘ Alag, my child, you have t
of this upon youveelf, and
grieves 1 to see you thus.

| And it shall rest
I love the voice ; it carries |

Life and circulation |

I feel s0 weak |

| hoped for better thinge from my little |

ealed loudly through the |

“Your pardon, sir,” he said, gravely
galuting the old priest, 'but I must

inform you that
gried at present.’
“The young lady?”
old man, his eyes
gpoke.
“She is the worst of all, sir,
refuses to see any one

the family is in great

inquired the
kindling a8 he

and

“Do not distuth any other membor
of the family at present, but lead me
to Lady Beatrice's apartmanis. My
business is with her.”

The man hesitated ; but there was
that about the old priest which
maanded obsadience,
raluciantly.

Silently they passed up the broad
gtaircuse and along the softly car
peted passages, the servant landing
the way, and wishing heartily that
they could meet some one, or that
he had not been the one to answer
the bell. The old priest followed
slowly and delibarately

“I understand that it is the young
lady you wisgh to see, sir said the
man, turning and confronting the
guest ; “but let me tell you that
ghe is in the room in which our poor
master died, and no one can rouse
her out of it ; basides which, ehe has
jesued the strictest orders that 7o

de
and he yielded

one is to be admitted, tor she will not |

gee them.”

“poor child,” said the old man,
with great feeling and tenderness.
“Bat if thie is her room you may
leave me. I am an old friend, and
ghe will gee me, for I have come far
to vieit her.”

“I believe you, sir, but trust all
the same that I shall not get into
trouble for showing you up.”

“ Never fear,” was the flem re.
joinder. “It is all my tault, not
yours. I am the priest from St
Benediot's, where your young mia-
tress wae at school. You can inform
the young gentlemen I am here, but
ask them not to disturb ue for a
ghort time, I knew she would be in
grief, and have come to aid her, ae I
promised her I would.”

Beatrice thaa this.”
She bid her face in her hands and
gobbed egain
“1t is selfizh griet malone that eo
proetrates us, my child. Instead of
submitting to the decrees of Heaven,
and ring to cc those
around vou, I filnd you rebellicg
agzainat God, and sullenly refusing tc
Him ¢ sacrifice He demar
‘ But, Father, dear Fath
condemn me unheard.
uch- eed He does.
tnow all He seeke.”

endeavor miort

ae

do not
aske 80
You don't

r,

He

| ings, and listened to his word:s

' Fortunate child, that Hs should |

deign to ask from you at ail, Bs
ware how you refuse Him.”

“Help me,” she said, sfruggling
herd againet berself—" help and
I will try to give

“Ah! there epeaks my cold Bertie
once more. I feared she was desad to
all that once made her so noble and
generous, Now tell me, child, what

me.

it is that so overpowserg you? what |

| the other :

Vain are thy vain
gighs,

Without one gitt divine ;

Give it, My child, thy heart to Me

in Mine !

offerings, thy

Oh, why

)

had ehe not yielded
it such life-long pence and
joy was to be hers ag was portrayed
the burniog and eloquent words

y old man beeide ker, and which
true, why had

sogcner ¢

18 knew and felt were
gshe begrudged God h or gift of
ber heart ? what woes
he reserving 1L 7 any
ever understand it ae did He Who
made it ? Was she so entirely dead
to every feeling of generoaity as
to be able to value at its true worin
tho behavior of her brother Percy ?
No, no ; she koew well that she had
& mind, a soul above it all
Father Egbert had drawn from her
the veil wherewith she hnad
songht to blind her soul to what ghe
kuew woe right, and in ite place had
exposed to her dazzled view heights
d ré wherein fel
vn could

v ne

eyes

wonde

heart

v aer

aud

she
alone revel

«

, | rejoice.

And go heart to heart they talked,
the moments flying as seconde, whilst,

thoughts as these.

The young Earl was from home at
the time of his father's death, but
had now returned. He bore his new
dignities well, as became the high

position he held, and took up his |

new responsibilivies with a serious
that surprised every one.
Perbape a shade more reticent and
reserved than ever, he had, yet, lost
much of that haughty and overbear
ing manner which so characterised
his previous lite. He appeared to
understand and

had ever done befo.e, and was mosb
kind and courteous towarde
sister. To his mother he was ever
considerate and dutiful.

| Eecret BOrrow or disappointment in

| guessed at it;
| exist, and was rarely ever

Lis heart, no one knew it, few ever
nevertheless it did
absent

from his mind, 1t grew and fostered,

| until he came to look upon it as a

| And wouid

sacred thing, too sacred to be
exposed to eny buman ear save one.

he ever listen to it ?

| in that lay the pain of it!

| for the

| such

as a spoilt and wilful child, she told |

him ot all her faults and shortcom
ol
Several
gently to the
listened, but could
low mt ir of
as gently he
He
Surely it must be
arewer to his dear father's pray
ers that thia old man had
sent to brit peace and rest
little eiat oul,

encouragement and advioe.
timee bhad Pe
outside door
distinguish only t
their voices ; B0

drew, greatly comforted.
not disturb them.
in &

y 8to
nd
d

with
would

to his

g
“

| after he had gone, for she

been |

They rose at last, ench supporling |

he tottering and feeble

old age and exhaustion ; she
weak and prostrate from all she
bad endured. Yet in her
burned a bold acd etrong purpose,

| and, Heaven helpiog her, she would

| that voice no longer.

it is He demands, and that which you |

cannot give ?”

“Listen!’ said the girl wearil
taking the old priest's hand in bers.
‘' He has taken my father,
dearer to me than any elea in
tie world, and now He claimg my
darling brother Percy.”

3ut bow-—what do you mean ?

who

one

| country.

waa |

be true to it. She would be deaf to

God had blessed his ¢
“ He bad raised the broken,
weeping gitl from her mistaken gr
snd torpor, and guided her young

deavors.

| steps upon the path she must travel.
| A Higher Power and her own exer

He is going to leave us and enter i

the priesthood; he told my
father so, and he is geing soon.”

“Thriece happy youth,” mur
the old man, "
self g0 generously.
for you! But you h
left, my ohild
than many,”
Madge.

“Ob, but that is not all!" she
moaned pitecusly. " I cannot tell
you the rest, for I do not even wish
to think of it. Why ghould it come
to me ?”’

“ Why, indeed ?" he said, ag if to
himself. ‘Why should
shower ita choicest favors upon one
go utterly unworthy of them, and
who knows not how to value them,
aright ? Alag, that I should have
been 80 bitterly disappointed in you!"
and the old man bowed his head, as
it he were the culprit, and was over-
powered by the thought of his own
unworthinees,

* Father, Father, have pily upon
me | do not epeak thus to me. You
know not what I have suffered !”
ghe cried, her whole frame quivering
with a powerful emotion she could
not control.

He appeared not to heed her, but
gat a8 if overcome by remorse and

pocr
mured
ghill

A great
and he thought of poor

ave
more

to be able to give him- |
What an example |
much |

al |

Henven |

tions muet comyplete the rest.”

The high and generous soul of the
girl had at last been touched and
stirred to life again. She was
one to give by halves, and from
henceforth her life must be differ
ent.
parent she had lost; only bilter
regret that by her selflsh conduct
ghe had rendered his death and part

heart |

It alone ghould |
| lead and guide her futura life.

The night bef
Novitiat
anod sister arm-i
lagt time up and
walk in the wood. boy—{for
he alway was her—was
unfoldicg to her all his aspirations
aod 1 { the future, little
thinking that every word
fired enthusiasm of the
besid im, & 1 Appt
nero, wi

but of 1

pride

e Percy'e departure
focund the brother
arm, pacing for the

The

to
aesires

girl
Li AL B8
only of admira

he
k 1ade
) no
uon
what
him

w

tation 80.

did ehe not look up &
now ; ArI for hie she
id bear up, so that the parting
bome shouold be made eagy.
ter on they & 1in frout of

sake
)
L] n
Lia tood tbe
picture which he bad given her that
Ohristmas Day, when all othere had
lavished jawels upon her. " Do you
like it, Bertie he asked, fixing his
eyes earnestly upon i1t.

he put her arms around his neck,
snd, hiding her face

v 1
gaounlder, L

upon his
1n whisper, n
though afraid of bsing overbeard, = [
love it more than any treasure I
possess.”

He held her from him and looked
into the depthe of her eyee for one

then kissing bher, said

God bless you, my little
and, though his words weve
few, his meanivg was deep.

repl Y L)

BlRteY

In epite of berself, she droop yd
misged his
and cheerful companionsuip :
vet in her heart she would not have
had bhim but looked forward
with pride to his future.

mer
back,

TO BE CONTINUED

———

I'HE ORGAN GRINDER

iton G ¢i 1 jonar

by K¢

The following story is another one
of the tales told by Fatk Dupont,
on board the 3. Touraine.

S.

| from France to America:
The old man tarried but one day
| to rest, and then returned to his own
{

| of opal,

The terror and dread of the
Zone had been passed. A magio sky
studded with myriads of

parkiing stars, en: hrouded the night.

We gsemed to be moving on the crest |
lake. |

of some mystic unde nnd

| Beneath the bewitching light ot a

| to the
not |
| day world

No more uselees grief for the

| upon the sky line, &

ing from her 8o much harder than it |

might have been.
the true value of all earthly things,”
ghe would whisper to herself, " and
he shall see how his little Bertie can
afford to despise them, and how
zealously she will endeavor to live
a8 ha would have wished her to.”
Time, that healer of all wounde,
passed on, and Lady de Woodville
marvelled ag she saw how rapidly
the spirite and health of her daugh
ter returned to her. She would
have marvelled still more, ay, and
murmured also, had she but faintly
guessed the cause of that secret
gpring of joy in the girl’'s hear),
which overflowed and flooded it with
such generous rerolves and purposees.
She didnotatallapprove of her second
gon's desire to become a priest, and
to her he saldom spoke of it. Only
to his sister he poured out his goul's
thoughts and wishes, and batween
them a closer and nearer bond than

‘"He knows now |

—

full moon, the great waters stretched
tar horizon in peacefulness
nquillity ; a eymbol of

Thersa was something

and tre
Kier
the sil
could not associate with this work a
of worry and wce. We
were in some yderland of romance,
It Aladdin pushed back the
clouds of and had appes

yckoning us into
the dreamlands the Arabian
Nighte, I believe, not one of us would
have felt surprise. The whole
atmosphere breathed of enchaniment
and mystery.

in

had
night

Sested at the end of the promenade
deck was Father Dupont, As we
pasged him, someone suggested that
a night 1ke this was a night for a
good stary. When we repassed, we
stopped and asked Father Dupont to
tell us another story.

The good priest was willing. In
his humble way, he agked us again to
overlook all imperfections in the
telling of hia tale. “I will tell you
this story in the way it happened,
with nll its details and also with all
the observations and epeculations
which ite main character made upon
American life. They may be of
interest and also n source of study
tor some of you." With these few
remarks Father Dupont began his
story:

to appreciate his |
younger brother much more than he |

his |
| chain, at the end of which gamboled

If he hed a |

Ah, |

down their favorite |

bhe uttered |

| whioh is in

| must be a
| thiog of that stamp in the counten

The |
year wag 1917, and we were coming |

War

tue |

1ce and re gtful calm that one |

sared |

What I am about to relate, gentle-
men, happened about eight years ago
in » big Western city, Ite name is of
no lwportance. I will eall my fale.
‘The Story of the Orgam Urinder,
because the whole anecdote deals |
with an Italian and & street orgen.

It was n wet, bleak night in early
spring. The cold breath of winter
could be felt in the chilly wind that
swept down  the street. Blaok,
ominous cloude drifted ncrogs tbe
gky, and the sickly glare of the arc
lamps ehons down upon etreete |
covered with mud and melting snow

I had juet finiehed suppsr when the
maid informed me that somecune
wished to speak with me at the door.
“Why the door?’ I mnsked. She

replied that "' it was my Italian with |
He had something |

his stree’ organ.
very important to eay to
would not come in.” 1 got up and
went oot to the door., There, stand.
ing in the drenching rain, with his
muegical box under his arm, was an
Italian beggar whom I had many
times befriended.

The firet time 1 had seen him he
had nroused my sympathy. He
somehow lacked the usual character
jstics which distingunieh these waifs
of the streets from other typea ot
mendicants. I had met him many

me and

| timee on my walks, both on the busy

thoroughtarec and on Zeserted way
gides. Standing with his old brown,
slouched hat, a thread worn coat of

gray that covered a blue shirt, a pair |

of ragged corduroy trousers that
geemed to be trying to hide a tattered
pair of ehapseless shoes, and a hand
kerchiet ot many colors around his
pneck in place of a collar, the poor
unfortunate had never censea to have
my eympathy. Cranking out a tin
rottle of some popular song with cne
hand, holding on with the other to a

and performed an ugly little monkey

little skull cap of the same color, he
presented a picture which was the
personification of the pathetic.
whole scene was a sketch of life out
of harmony with creation. Here was

a maan, born for the blue gkies and | the place

the sleepy silence of Italian vine

yards, striving to earn & living as a |
| beggar, amid the dust and the roar of |

an Americen city

Once I bad taken him to the rectory
sud given him something to
From that day I never failed to give
im a coin as he passed down my
waY.

Good evening, friend,” I said to

awdering it the poor iellow had
randéd.

Gooda eveniog, Fatha [
“Me wanta speak to you,” he
i droll
tongue. ''Me
looking eagerly

bring

he replied

nued 1n U
Y

Al
azkad
Letia me
eliog sorry for the poor .
noddad assent. With an awkward
took his aged dirty
,and with much pushing and
inderiog, fi managed to get
organ and himselt into tl

bashfulnees, he

kat

off

1ally

n he got seated I asked him
where his monkey wae.

Fatha, me goin' to fella a 8
Me not what you thinka to be.
you listen ?"

Seeing again in his big red tanr
face, set off with o thick, heavy blac
moustache and crowned with a
playfal black ourl something
told of a higher training; for yon
may have your own ideas
gentlemen, and your own
phies, but outside the things of
Heaven, to which we all are
all men are not born equal ; thers i
a stamp on eomsa mean, the amp
a higher order, 2 stamp wroughi
by centariea of training, stamp
the blood and which ie
tage of grestness, o stamp
be recoganized and wtk
cknowledged., Isaw

o
W

philoso

ould

he inl
which can

oms

anca of my visitor, the organ grinder,
that night, and feeling that although
he was clothed rough and muad
apattered clothing,
and perhaps wy saperior in the
world's ranks., I told him that I
would be delightad to listen to his
gtory.

He placed his wel, slouchiag
on the table, and unfastening
musical box he laid it carefully
the floor., Lesning forward, with his
fingers crossed between his knee
told me the following tale :

I will not ¢

in

hat

uls
1
y DE

half-broken English. I will narrate
it, however, a8 bs told it to me, for
getting not his remarke, as I eaid,
“they may be useful to some of
you."

Father, ] am not what I appear to |
be, I belong to a noble and wealthy |
family, which has & beautifal
gncestral home, mnestling in a
little town that stands in the
ghadows of the Northern Appenines
Twenty-five years ago I married the
pretty daughter of a wealthy Floren
tine merchant. The world at that
time was for me a wonderful place
to live in. My children grew up and
I was happy. If ever God was good |
to any of His children, He was good to
me then.

My happiness was so perfect that
it did not seem to be earthly. 1t
frightened me. I dreaded the future
Somewhere in those days that lay
ahead I felt that there was a thunder
bolt that would wreck the place of
my joy. This foreboding haunted
my pence of mind. My contentment,
at times, was dimmed by its shadow.

Our eldest son grew up. Contrary
to my unexpressed desires and my
dear wife's intentions he chose a
worldly career. For us, the Church
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